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Metal Up Your Ass 


Drummer for hire. first session free. Tomorrow night - IOpm. Studio 606. You know you want to.. come. DG. 


The message had gone out to a select group of people. All were masters in their own fields. Some had defined 
a genre. Some had started it. Others had carried the touch and continued to carry it. Yet they all knew why 
they were there and exactly what the message meant. They weren't going to be hiring Taylor Hawkins for 
anything musical, not unless they were going to be attempting to make him sing in a different key. 


James Hetfield, Dave Mustaine and Kerry King were crashed out on one of bOb's couches. David Ellefson peered 
at the walls, a mug of coffee clutched in one hand. 


"This place is a fuckin museum!" he exclaimed. "Look at these photos! They're crazy!" 


A table of drinks had been set out, including a Keurig filled with Starbucks coffee. After he'd finished perusing 
the walls of photos, David refilled his mug before dropping onto the couch and swinging his legs in to 
Mustaine's lap. The redhead gave him a coy smile and laid a hand on David's thigh. 


At 4pm, the studio's back door opened and Grohl, all smiles, walked in. "Evening." 

There was a smattering of responses. All eyes were on the door as Dave held it open. His eyes narrowed as 
the person on the other side took their time. Finally the gangly frame of Taylor Hawkins ambled in, head down 
and hands stuffed into the back of a pair of very tight, very garishly coloured women's leggings. 


"Did you let him dress himself?" Mustaine demanded before sniggering. 


The dark haired man shrugged. "Sorry. Anyway. This one" He reached out and ruffled Taylor's hair. "Wants to 


be more metal. So I've brought you all here to show him what that means" 

"Yeah, but | didn't think you meant like this!" Taylor protested 

"You wanna be a metal drummer, baby?" Dave purred 

"Maybe 

"Then you take it like one of these guys. Trust me, you'll enjoy it" Dave finished with a smile. 
"And you know this how?" the drummer demanded. 


The smile widened to a smirk before Dave pulled away and strode down towards the control room. 


As they walked, David fell into step beside the skinny blonde. Taylor walked with his head down, as though he 
was going to his death. 


"Hey," David said softly, "we don't have to do this. You don't have to do this. You have a choice." 
Taylor snorted and shook his head. “Course | have to do this. Have to do whatever the boss says." 
"And you can say no." 


Taylor laughed softly as he peered up at David. "The Foo Fighters are a dictatorship not a democracy. | do 
what he says otherwise my ass is out on the street.” 


That caused David to pause before he looked up at Mustaine's back. The redhead was chattering away to 
Grohl, the two men no doubt swapping stories. "Yeah, | know what that one's like." 


"You think Hetfield is the same?" 
David nodded. "Yeah, | get the feeling he is. It's you and me against the world" 


At that Taylor gave David a flicker of a smile before looking back to the four men walking ahead of them. 


"You done this before?" David quietly asked. 
Taylor snorted. "Of course. | belong to him." He nodded toward the dark haired man, 
"Belong?" David raised an eyebrow. 


"Oh, yeah. There's a lot you guys don't know about the great Dave Grohl. He likes to own people. Not just their 
work, but all of them." 


"So all of the band." David began. 
"Nope, just me. l'm the special one." 


David felt his heart plummet. Reaching out, he gently laid a hand in the small of Taylor's back. "I know how you 


feel," he murmured. "Really, | do. I'll look after you." 


Coming to a halt in the heart of the control room, Taylor stared at the five men surrounding him. All had that 
lusty look on their faces, the one that made their eyes dark and their dicks hard. 


"Clothes off, Taylor," Dave ordered. 


"Come on, Hawkins," Hetfield sneered. "I haven't got all night. | want to see you on your knees and worshipping 


that painting of your boss." 
"Bet he does it every day," King chimed in, top lip curling back. "While he sucks on someone's dick" 


"Well, I've got a big one for you here," Mustaine jeered as he grabbed at his crotch. "Ready to go into that 
pretty mouth." 


Taylor felt himself shrink back. Collapsing onto the couch, he looked up at them, watching as they advanced 


toward him. 


"No!" Taylor's eyes snapped up to David. Through it all, the bassist had remained quiet. Until now. "He doesn't 
want to do this. Do you care about his feelings, Grohl?" 


The dark haired man shrugged, his face stony. "He's an employee. He gets paid" 


"He's your lover," David responded. "And you're handing him out like Halloween candy. Do you have no respect 


for him?" 


Another shrug and David huffed. "Fine, if you don't respect him, someone else will." 


Dropping to the couch, David pulled Taylor's legs into his lap and gave the nervous man a sweet smile. 
"Fuck's sake, Junior!" Mustaine bawled. "You have to ruin everything. Let me at the skinny bitch." 


Yet Mustaine recoiled when David snarled at him, the bassist's eyes filled with murder. Crawling closer, David 
shifted Taylor so that he lay on the couch, his upper body supported by the arm. Taylor was rake thin yet his 
light weight still surprised David. There was nothing to stop him scooping up the drummer and walking out with 
him. Maybe he would. 


Sliding to the floor, David looked into Taylor's eyes. They'd taken on a glaze as though the drummer was 
resigned to his fate. Leaning closer, David tucked hair behind the other man's ear. 


"Can | kiss you?" he softly asked. 


Taylor hesitated before nodding and David pressed the tiniest kiss to the corner of the other man's mouth. 
When the drummer didn't react, David trailed kisses to his cheek and then along his jaw, his lips feeling the 


other man's rough stubble. Finally, he received a purr, Taylor's fingers stroking over his hair. 


Sitting on the floor with his back pressed to the couch, he carefully helped Taylor into his lap. The blonde man 
moved with a feline grace, his long fabric clad legs easily swinging over David's. Nothing else mattered in that 
moment. No one else existed. It was just them. David welcomed Taylor's small smiles and gentle touches, dipping 


his head as the drummer's fingers crept over his hair. 

His world had changed in those moments, his focus completely on David. Those who stood behind him meant 
nothing as he gave himself over to the bassist's sweet kisses. Taylor purred as hands stroked down his back 
and to his ass. He could feel David's erection straining against his jeans and his own cock hardened at the 
thought of having the bass player buried deep inside of him. When David squeezed, Taylor whined and pushed 
himself closer. 

"Do you want it?" David softly asked. 

"From you? Yeah." 

Fingers hooked into the waistband of the leggings and began to tug. "Can |?" 

Standing, Taylor ignored the men standing behind him, his eyes on David as the tight pants were peeled away 
from his legs. Kicking off his flip flops, he stepped from the leggings, grinning as David bundled them onto the 
couch. 


Leaning against the sound board, Dave murmured, "| quite like watching your bass player and my drummer." 


From the corner of his eye, he watched Mustaine grin. "Yeah. Gotta hand it to the rhythm section to start 
getting down and dirty." 


While Taylor stripped away his clothes, David reached for the table beside the couch. Bottles of lube and 
packets of condoms sat beside a notepad and pen. At least someone had thought of Taylor's safety. His eyes 
turned back to the drummer and David drank in the sight before him. Long, leans legs that moved to narrow 
hips and a toned stomach. Long, skinny arms, tiny shoulders, and that beautiful face. His attention was drawn 
back to the patch of hair between the other man's legs and his not insignificant erection. If they werent 
focusing on Taylor tonight, David would definitely have asked the drummer to fuck him. 


Shedding his own clothing, David reached out and pulled the smaller man back to his lap. Taylor's eyes sparkled 
with happiness, his cock bouncing against his stomach. The fear of earlier seemed to have melted to nothing as 


their kisses became deep and heated. 


"You looked fuckin’ hot in those leggings," David purred. “Really fuckin’ hot. Fuck, you're really fuckin’ hot out of 


them, too." 


David felt a hundred feet tall with Taylor in his lap. Suddenly he wasn't Dave Mustaine's pet any more. Instead 
he was the one who could help another through what would be a rough night. He could protect and nurture 


the man he held, loving them until they believed in themselves again 


Sliding a hand from Taylor's back, he wrapped it around both of their dicks. The smaller man hissed and bucked 
as their hard flesh was rubbed together, his hands clawing at David's face. They descended into frantic kisses, 
their hips rolling to meet the other's. 


"Want to-" Taylor hissed. 


Tearing open one of the packets, David slid the latex onto his cock and coated it with sweet smelling gel. 
Through glazed eyes, he watched as Taylor lifted himself onto his knees before lowering himself onto the 
offered flesh. The drummer's lips were parted and his eyes were heavy and hooded. David slouched against the 
couch as Taylor slid over him, his tight ass flexing around David's cock. 


‘Oh, Taylor." 


Taylor gave the bassist a wicked grin and slowly began to move, teasing David into submission. His grin widened 
as David closed his eyes, his hands limp at Taylor's hips. Leaning closer, he brushed his lips against David's, 
watching as the other man shivered. No longer did he fear the night, his sexuality now on show for all who 
wished to partake. 


"| gotta get in on this," King hissed. 
Unbuckling his belt, he pulled out his dick and approached the two men on the floor. Wrapping a hand in Taylor's 


poker-straight hair, he tugged the drummer's head back. Pushing the head of his cock between Taylor's parted 
lips, he let out a hiss. 


"Yeah, you suck it. No biting otherwise I'll show you how it's really done." 


He was sure he saw a sneer flash across Taylor's lips. Other than that, Taylor didn't respond, his eyes falling 
shut as he closed his mouth around Kerry. 


Slowly he rose and fell, his lithe body twisted as he sucked and fucked. The sounds the two men made went 
straight to his cock, making it twitch against his stomach. Taylor could feel the pre-come slicking his stomach 
and the musky scent of sex filled the air. Around him, he could hear the sounds of hands sliding against hard 


flesh and barely-there moans. His fingers were creeping to his own dick when a hand batted them away. 


Opening an eye, Taylor found Grohl kneeling beside him, a sneer on his lips. It was a look that sent a shiver 
down Taylor's spine. A metal cock ring dangled from the singer's fingers and, in one swift move, it was pushed 
down over Taylor's dick. Taylor howled and bucked, his ass squeezing around David and his throat opening 


enough for Kerry to force himself in. 
Dave chuckled. "You're not here to come. You're here to be enjoyed by everyone else." 


The ring felt heavy against his groin, his hard flesh throbbing against the metal. Taylor whined and twitched, 
the desire to come suddenly overriding everything else. Beneath him, he felt David rock his hips, a long moan 
leaving the other man's lips as he filled the condom. Seconds later and Kerry's hot seed flowed down his throat, 
Taylor desperate not to choke as he took it all. 


For several hours, Taylor found himself bent over that couch. Mustaine was in his mouth and Hetfield in his 
ass. Then they swapped before King took up pounding into him from behind. His skin was sticky with dried 
semen, strings of it matting up his hair and coating his face. All of it became a blur, his vision hazy and his 
groin aching with the need for release. His cock was sore with the cock ring tight around the base. He knew he 


wouldn't be able to jerk off for days following this one night. 


Amid it all, David knelt in front of him, his eyes and smile soft as he fed Taylor gentle kisses. His hands 
stroked the drummer's head before moving to his shoulders and arms. He touched the other man as David 


himself liked to be touched. 


Finally Taylor was dropped to the floor like a piece of trash. His body crumpled, legs splayed and head resting 
on his tired arms. They'd been held behind him, cuffed above his head, forced to cling to the arms of the 
couch as someone had roughly fucked him. Oddly, Taylor felt sated by the experience and he floated away on a 
head space he'd only experienced once before. It was a serene space, one where pain and pleasure mixed to 
create an almost euphoric experience. Come morning, Taylor would be quiet and contemplative, a small smile 


dusting his lips. 


He was vaguely aware of clothes being gathered and people leaving. He could hear their voices retreating along 
the corridor. For a while, Taylor lay on the floor, his breathing ragged and tired. How many people had walked 
across this floor? What had happened before they'd taken over the building? How many times had he fucked in 


here? They were meaningless dates and numbers, all of them running into one another. 


When a hand ran along his back, Taylor flinched and lifted his head. David was standing behind him, a warm 
smile on his lips. His arms reached out and hooked around Taylor, lifting and cradling him. The drummer mewled 


and wriggled, wanting to go back to his resting place on the floor. 
"Let's get you cleaned up," David murmured. "Then you can go back to sleep. Where's the bathroom?" 
Taylor waved in the general direction of a door that lead in the opposite direction to which the others had left. 


Using his hips, David nudged open doors until he found the bathroom. Hooking the toilet lid closed with a foot, 
he carefully sat Taylor on it before shutting and locking the door. He filled the sink with water and collected a 
small pile of towels. Kneeling in front of the drummer, he looked at the metal that circled the other's cock, 
keeping him painfully aroused. 


"Let's get this off you," David softly said. 


Gently he started to slide the metal off of Taylor, wincing when the drummer hissed. When it eventually came 
free, David placed it on the floor. 


"Why are you doing this?" Taylor asked. "Why aren't you out there, laughing and fuckin’ joking with the 


others?" 


"Because l'm not like them." Dampening a towel, David knelt back at Taylor's feet. "I'm like you. | belong to 
another and have no say, or control, over my own body. Tonight has been the only night in a very long time 
that I've been able to express myself. And if, for a few moments, | can do that by taking care of you then so 
be it. Because that's who | am. I'm a carer and a lover. Not a hater. | don't take everything that's thrown at 


me. 
"You took me” 

"You offered yourself to me. If you'd have said no, I'd have stepped back" 
"Did you enjoy me?" 


David carefully began to wipe Taylor's skin, cleaning away the semen and saliva. He felt at home in Taylor's 
presence and was enjoying tending to him. It wasn't like it was at home, where he jumped from housework to 
the studio to the store to bed. Someone seemed to be on the same wavelength as him. 


"If you mean did | enjoy having you in my lap, then yes, | did. Very much so. Did | enjoy watching you be 
humiliated for the pleasure of others, then no, | didn’t. And please don't think that everyone in the metal 
community is like this. We're not all out to take advantage. And we all don't make demands of others. Some of 
us actually care for the feelings of our fellow man" Sitting back on his heels, he smiled up at Taylor. "I'd like to 


jam with you one day. If you'll still have me around" 


He watched as a flicker of a smile flashed across Taylor's face. It was true that David hadn't enjoyed what had 
happened. When Mustaine had told him of their trip to 606, David had assumed that it would be a jam session. 
Not a full on fuck session with someone who barely seemed to have a choice. 

Finishing up, he carefully dried Taylor off before sitting on the floor. 

"Did you enjoy it?" he finally asked. 

"I'd have enjoyed it more if I'd been allowed to come. But yeah." Taylor shrugged. "I did enjoy it” 


His eyes drifted to Taylor's still hard cock. "| can make you come, if you like.” 


The drummer sighed and visibly slouchea. "I'm sore. It aches. But I'd love to." His eyes drifted up to meet 
David's. "If you don't mind" 


His eyes fell shut when David's lips closed over the head of his cock. He did ache, the base of his dick sore 
from where the metal band had kept him erect. But, at the same time, it was a divine kind of pain, brought on 
by warm lips and a soft, talented tongue. Fingers tickled his balls, rolling and playing with them, making Taylor 
shiver and twitch. Sighing, Taylor placed a hand on the other man's head and gently pushed him down He smiled 
when David hummed and happily drew Taylor into his throat. 


It only took a few moments before Taylor came, his weary body tightening and his head swimming. A long night 
of torment was finally broken as he choked back a scream, his voice temporarily stolen his fingers tugged at 
David's hair as the bassist swallowed everything he had to offer. 

As he floated back down to earth, he stroked David's head and stared into the wide, caramel eyes before him. 


"Thank you. For everything." 


David smiled a wide smile, his nose wrinkling and eyes nearly squeezed shut. 


"HAW- Oh." 


Leaning against the control room door, Dave looked down at the couch. There, curled up beneath a blanket, 
were the two missing men. Resting against one another, they'd fallen into a deep sleep. For the first time in a 
long time, Taylor was holding on to someone. He hadn't pushed them away, nor had he ignored them. It seemed, 
to Dave, that the drummer had found someone he could confide in. Maybe, just maybe, it was time for all of 
them, not just Taylor and himself, to turn a corner. Or maybe David was just what Taylor needed. 


Turning the lights down low, Dave gave them both a small smile. "Sleep well," he murmured. "See you in the 


morning. And Taylor? | promise I'll be better. | promise I'll love you like you deserve to be loved." 


As the door closed and Dave left them, Taylor smiled softly in his sleep. 


